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streamed in a constant shower that gushed from the
throat of a gold bird perched above the cupola.
Softly, caressingly, a smooth stream laved the sum-
mit of the dome, thinned out along the spreading
curves, to fall along the colonnade in tendrils of
bright water shimmering in the light.
Four trees stood sentinel at the corners of the
garden and from a shadowed coign I gazed en-
raptured at the frail beauty of the enchanted close,
the white magic of its rippling marble. Incredibly
green, these trees are the only vegetation in the
garden ; they have shot up between the flagstones
and, following the hour, each casts in turn a shadow
on a little temple nestling at its foot and haloed by
the glittering spray that issues from the mouths of
graven birds circling above the pinnacle.
The fragrance of the flowers in the enclosure I
had left was wafted over the white wall. A pot-
pourri of mingled perfumes, fainter here, it loitered
in the warm, still air between the blue sky and the
shining pool. Sweet, almost cloying, it filled the
secret garden, mingling with the low sound of
falling water. Hither in the breathless afternoons
of the hot season the Maharanis of Udaipur come
to take their ease in the little bathing-tank, secluded
from the world by four white walls.
A miniature palace, like a doll's castle, poised in
mid-air at the far end of the pool, blinked in the
dazzling light. A room with marble walls, de-
liciously cool and dark, was pointed out to me as
the place where the princesses rest after their water-
frolics. And I was told, too, of a certain maharaja
who used to come here secretly and sit behind the
marble lattice, watching his wives and their attend-
ants at play, naked forms of gleaming bronze in the
blue depths of the white-walled basin.